His steeds will be restrain'd,
But gallop lively down the western hill:
Thou shalt, when he hath run the heav'ns half frame,
To-night put on perfection and a woman's name.

The amorous evening-star is rose,
Why then should not our amorous star inclose
Herself in her wish'd bed ? Release your strings,
Musicians! and Dancers! take some truce
With these your pleasing labours; for great use
As much weariness as perfection brings.
You, and not only you but all toil'd beast
Rest duly; at night all their toils are dispens'd;
But in their beds commfenc'd
Are other labours, and more dainty feasts.
She goes a maid who, lest she turn the same,
To-night puts on perfection and a woman's name.

The virgin's girdle now untie,

And in thy nuptial bed (Love's altar) lie

A pleasing sacrifice; now dispossess

Thee of these chains and robes which were put on

T'adorn the day, not thee; for tfaou alone,

Lake Virtue and Truth, are best in nakedness:

This \xd is only to virginity